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36 PoEMs on feveral OccAastoNs.

An A ccouNT of the Greateft En-
glih PoE Ts.

To Mr. H 8. April 3, 1694.

INCE, dearet Harry, yon will needs requeft

A foort account of all the Mufe-poffeft,
That, down from Chaucer’s days to Dryden’s times,
Have [pent their noble rage i Britith shimes ;
Without more preface, writ in formal length,
To [peak the undertaker’s want of firength,
LIl try to make their fev'ral beanties known,
And fhow their verfes worth, the not my own,

Long had our dull fore-fathers {lept fupine,
Nor felt the raptures of the tuneful Nine;
*Till Chancer firft, a merry Bard, arofe,

And many a ftory told in rhime, and profe.
But age has rufted what the Poet writ,

Worn out his language, and obfcur'd his wit:
In vain he jefts in his unpolift’d ftrain,

And tries to make his readers langh in vain,

Old
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Old Spenfer next, warm’d with poetick rage,
In ancient tales amus’d a barbrous age ;
An age that yet uncultivate and rude,
Whmc—e er the poet’s fancy led, purﬁ1 d
Thro® pathlefs fields, and unfrequented floods,
To dens of dragons, and enchanted woods.
But now the myftick tale, that pleas'd of yore,
Can charm an underftanding age no more;
The long-fpun allegories fulfom grow,
While the dull moral lyes too plain below.
We view well-pleas’d at diftance all the fights
Of arms and palfries, battels, fields and fights,
And damfels in diftrefs, and courteous knights,
But when we look too near, the fhades decay,
And all the pleafing landfchape fades away.

Great Cowley then (a mighty genius) wrote,
O’er-run with wit, and lavith of his thought :
His turns too clofely on the reader prefs:

He more had pleas’d us, had he pleas’d us lefs.
One glittering thought no fooner ftrikes our eyes
With filent wonder, but new wonders rife.

As in the milky-way a fhining white

O’er-flows the heav’ns with one continw’d light
‘That not a fingle ftar can thew his rays,

Whilft jointly all promote the common blaze.
Pardon, great Poet, that I dare to name
Th’uanumber’d beauties of thy verfe with blame;

Thy
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Thy fault is only wit in its excefs,

But wit like thine in any fhape will pleafe.

What Mufe but thine can equal hints infpire,

And fic the deep-mouth’d Pindar to thy lyre:

Pindar, whom others in a labour'd ftrain,

And forc’'d expreflion, imitate in vain?

Well-pleas’d in thee he foars with new delight,

And plays in more unbounded verfe, and takes a-nobler flight.

Bleft man! whofe fpotlefs life and charming lays
Employ’d the tuneful Prelate in thy praife:
Bleft man! who now fhalt be for ever known,
In Sprar’s fuccefsful labours and thy ‘own.

But Milton next, with high and haughty ftalks,
Unfetter’d in majeftick numbers walks ;
No vulgar heroe can his Mufe ingage ;
Nor carth’s wide {cene confine his' hallow’d rage.
See! fee, he upward {prings, and tow’ring high
Spurns the dull province of mortality,
Shakes heav’ns eternal throne with dire alarms,
And fets th’ Almighty thunderer in arms.
What-e’er his pen defcribes I more than fee,
Whilft ev’ry verfe, array’d in majefty,
Bold, and fublime, niy whole attention draws,
And {eems above the critick’s nicer laws.
How are you ftruck with terror and delight,
When angel with arch-angel. copes.in fight!
When great Meffiah’s out-{ pread banner fhines,
How does the chariot rattle in his lines!

Whae
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What founds of brazen wheels, what thunder, fcare,
And ftun the reader with the din of war! .

With fear my fpirits and my blood retire,

To fee the Seraphs funk in clouds of fire;

But when, with eager fteps, from hence I rife,
And view the firft gay fcenes of Paradyfe;

What tongue, what words of rapture can exprefs
A vifion {o profufe of pleafantnefs.

Oh had the Poet ne’er profan’d his pen,

To vernith o’er the guilt of faithlefs men;

His other works might have deferv’d applaufe!
But now the language can’t fupport the caufe; .
While the clean current, the’ ferene and bright,
Betrays a bottom odious to the fight.

But now my Mufe a fofter ftrain reherfe,
Turn ev’ry line with art, and fmooth thy verfe;
The courtly #aller next commands thy lays:
Mufe tune thy verfe, with art, to Wallers praife,
While tender airs and lovely dames infpire
Soft melting thoughts, and prepagate defire ;
So long fhall #aller's ftrains our paffion move,
And Sacharsffz’s beauties kindle love.
Thy verfe, harmonious Bard, and flatt’ring fong,
Can make the vanquifh’d great, the coward ftrong,
Thy verfe can thow ev’n Cromwell's innocence,
And complement the ftorms that bore him hence,
Oh had thy Mufe not come an age too foon,
But feen great Na/fau on the Briti/b throne!

How
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How had his triumphs glitterd in thy page,

And warm’d thee to a more exalted rage!

What fcenes of death and horror had we view’d,
And how had Boi’s wide current reek’d in blood!
Or if Maria’s charms thou wowdft rehearfe,

In fmoother numbers and a fofter verfe;

Thy pen had well defcrib’d her graceful air,

And Glriana wou'd have {ecem’d more fair.

Nor muft Rofcommon pafs neglected by,
That makes ev’n Rules a noble poetry:
Rules whofe deep fenfe and heav’nly numbers {how
The beft of criticks, and of poets too.
Nor, Denbam; muft we €er forget thy ftrains,
While Cosper's Hill commands the neighb’ring plains.

But fee where artful Dryden next appears
Grown old in rhime, but charming ev’n in years.
Great Dryden next, whofe tuneful Mufe affords
The fweeteflt numbers, and the fitteflt words.
Whether in Comick founds or Tragick airs
She forms her voice, fhe moves our {miles or tears,
If Satire or heroick ftrains fhe writes,

Her Heroe pleafes, and her Satire bites.

From her no harfh unartful numbers fall,

She wears all dreffes, and fhe charms in all.

How might we fear our Engli/b Poetry,

That long has flourifb’d, fhewd decay with thee;
Did not the Mufes other hope appear,
Harmonious Congreve, and forbid our fear:

Congreve /
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Congreve ! whofe fancy’s unexhaufted ftore
Has given already much, and promis’d more.
Congreve fhall fill preferve thy fame alive,
And Dryden’s Mufe thall in his Friend furvive.

Pm tird with rhiming, and wowd fain give o'er,
But juftice {till demands one labour more :
The noble Montagne remains unnanrd,
For wit, for humour, and for judgment fam’d;
To Doifer he dires his artful Mule,
In numbers fuch as Dorfers felf might ufe.
How negligently graceful he unreins
His verfe, and writes in loofé familiar ftrains ;
How Naffaws godlike ags adorn his lines,
And all the Heroe in full glory fhines.
We fee his army fet in juft array, |
And Bosn’s dy’d waves run purple to the fea,
Nor §imoss choal’d with men, and arms, and blood ;
Nor rapid Xanthus' celebrated flood,
Shall longer be the Poet’s higheft themes,
Tho’ gods and heroes fought promifcuous in their ftreams
But now, to Na/ffaws fecret councils rais’d,
He aids the Heroe, whom before he prais’d,

Poe done at length ; and wow, dear Friend, recerve
Zhe laft poor prefent that my Mufe can grve.
1 leave the arts of poetry and verft
7o them that prattife >em with more Juceefs.
Of greater truths Pl now prepare 1o tell,
And i at once, dear Friend and Mufe, farewell.
Vor L G
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